>Bobby and Lori go to a house party.
>Their relationship's been on the rocks for a while now.
>Someone brings a keg.
>Everyone gets drunk except Lori.
>A college girl hits on Bobby.
>Bobby decides their relationship has run its course and dumps Lori.
>"I'm sssorry, babe. But you can be super serlphishhh in the relayshunship."
>Lori gets wrecked on booze to cope with rage.
>Leaves party early, and gets home at 1am.
>"I'll ssshow that fuckin cock suckin sock fuckin--"
>Stumbles up the stairs.
>"I can be a grrrreat lover! I'll show 'im!"
>Stumbles to Lincoln's door.
>"I'll show..."
>Carefully pushes it open.
>Lincoln wakes, groggy from the noise.
>"Lori...? Is that you?"
>He wipes the sleep from his eyes but isn't quite awake.
>"How'd the party go?"
>Lori saunters over. A sly smile on her face.
>Her shirt's pulled up a little.
>"Liiincooollln, how'sh my favorite little brooooo?"
>"Well, I was sleeping. Rested I guess?"
>Lori isn't actually listening.
>Lori sits on Lincoln's bed and simply stares with the same sly grin.
>She reeks of alcohol and Lincoln covers his nose.
>"Jeez Lori, you smell like mom did at the McBride's dinner party when she felt up one of Clyde's da-"
>Lori grabs Lincoln's cheeks and presses a forceful kiss on his lips.
>Lincoln's too shocked to pull away.
>Lori forces his lips apart with her tongue and starts licking the inside of his mouth.
>The smell of alcohol is too strong for Lincoln to think about anything else.
>Lincoln vainly tries to push away.
>When that doesn't work, he turns his head away to escape the kiss.
>Lori sloppily licks his cheek.
>"Lori, stop! What are you doing?"
>Lori puts her right hand under his pyjama shirt and starts rubbing his stomach.
>Then starts running a bit lower.
>"Nothin', juss spendin some time with ya! Relaaaax, s'all fine!"
>She goes in for another kiss.
>"S'aaallll fine."
>Lincoln grabs hold of her cheeks and tried to push her away.
>"Lori, seriously! Stop! You're acting weird!"
>Lori grabs Lincoln's wrists and forces his hands to his sides.
>"Will you relax? Wassa matter with you? I just wanna have some fun. Come oonn."
>She leans in, eyes closed. Ready for a naughty bit of fun.
>With his hands grabbed, Lincoln can't pull away.
>She presses her lips onto his. With a little more force this time.
>Her tongue tries to part his lips.
>He resists.
>She opens her eyes and whispers, annoyed.
>"Come on."
>He clenches his eyes shut and opens his mouth a little. She starts rolling her tongue around his.
>The kiss lasts for a long while. A minute or two at least.
>The room is silent save for to sound of lips smacking and Lori quietly moaning occasionally.
>Lincoln is just letting Lori do what she wants. Shutting his eyes and trying to separate himself from his body.
>She is exploring every corner of Lincoln's mouth.
>She presses her face against his a little further.
>Lincoln falls back. Lori falls forward.
>On top of him.
>She doesn't seem to want to stop kissing yet.
>She moves his wrists so that they're right next to his ears.
>Despite his resistance, Lincoln can't help but get into it.
>His eyes are shut, but they're no longer clenched.
>He starts kissing back.
>Lori feels something press against her stomach.
>Something hard.
>She pulls away from the kiss a little. Lightly biting and tugging Lincoln's lower lip as she does.
>He couldn't help but let a moan slip out.
>She giggled out of her nose, quietly. Giving him a condescending smirk.
>"You like makin' out with your older sishter, twerp?
>He turned his head away, his face red as communism.
>"Stop making fun of me." He pouted.
>His hands stopped resisting, so she released them. He let them stay next to his head.
>Gently with her now free left hand, she turned his chin to face her.
>"But makin' fun of you's the beeeest~ part!"
>She rubbed her nose against his as she said this.
>The alcohol in her breath made it hard for Lincoln to think clearly.
>The bulge pressing against her stomach got a little thicker.
>She moved lower and started nuzzling the left side of his neck. Giving him little hickeys all over.
>Lincoln just closed his eyes and let her do what she wanted.
>As much as she was bullying him. It felt good.
>And the sound of his nervous gasps excited her.
>She licked up his neck and to his ear.
>Nibbled on the lobe. Gave it a little tug.
>Lori moves in for another kiss.
>Lincoln goes in too this time.
>Their tongues have a tango as Lori starts fiddling with Lincoln's hair.
>She reaches her hand into Lincoln's pants.
>She takes hold of his throbbing dick.
>Lincoln panics a little and moves away from the kiss, looking down to where Lori's touching.
>But he doesn't want to stop.
>He tries to kiss her again.
>He misses entirely and ends up licking her chin. He doesn't stop.
>Lori gives a moaning giggle.
>"Hang ooon, I wanna get the taste of booze outta my mouth."
>Lincoln's panting. At this point, he isn't thinking at all. Lightheaded.
>All his blood's rushing somewhere other than his brain after all.
>"How are you... Gonna do that?"
>She gives a sultry drunk laugh.
>"Gla-a-ad you asked"
>She pulls his pants down.
>Lincoln yelps, startled again by Lori's sudden act of force.
>"Lori, what are you doing!? You had your fun! We should stop here!"
>Lori playfully pulls him by the ankles so his legs are hanging off the edge of the bed, yanking his pants down further so they wrapped around his ankles.
>Lori kneels in front of him.
>Sitting at the edge of the bed, Lincoln covers his dick with his hands.
>"Lori, please no more! What are you gonna do?"
>Lori gently moves his hands out of the way. He doesn't resist.
>"Lori? Please say something, you're scaring me."
>Lori licks her lips.
>"Booo-o-o-on appetit."
>With a single lick to get a taste, Lori plunges it entirely into her mouth.
>Lincoln covers his mouth to stifle his moans.
>Lori sticks her tongue out so she can get it in deeper. Moving in and out slowly.
>On one motion out, she wraps her lips around the tip and told her tongue around it.
>Lincoln's limbs become dead weight. He lets himself moan freely.
>"L-Lori, what's happening? This feels..."
>Lori slowly takes it out of her mouth.
>"Shhhhhh, juussst lay back n' enjoy. This is litterully going be the best beej you've ever had."
>"What's a--ahh, mmmmmmphhh!"
>She goes back in. Putting his cock in her mouth and moving in and out like a piston.
>Lincoln's moans get a little louder.
>Lori takes this as a signal to move faster.
>She starts actively sucking.
>Lincoln grabs hold of the sheets on his bed. His moans are out of control.
>He clenches his teeth.
>He's whimpering.
>"L-Lori! Lori! I'm--"
>It spills down her throat before she can pull it out.
>She wraps her hands around his hips. Settling them on his buttocks.
>Drinking it all in.
>She doesn't stop sucking.
>Lincoln blacks out. His entire body twitching from the stimulation.
>Lori pulls out slowly. Sucking the last drops out as she does.
>She's still on her knees. Shallow breaths escaping her. Blind in lust, yet coming down from her high.
>A few moments pass of her just catching her breath.
>As she comes to her senses, she lets her eyes wander.
>"What am I doing here again?"
>Mazinger on the dresser.
>A model airplane hanging from the ceiling.
>Lincoln's limp half naked body draped on his bed.
>A five hundred piece model kit of Metal Gear REX.
>Wait.
>Lori's eyes bulge in panic.
>"Uh oh."
>She quickly stands up. She sobers up even quicker.
>A waterfall is drenching her thighs, running down her legs.
>Her khaki shorts are ruined.
>She starts pacing around the room in a panic. Grabbing the sides of her head.
>"Oh God, oh God, oh Jesus."
>She glances at Lincoln.
>"I just blew my underage brother."
>She sits at the foot of Lincoln's bed. Her hands on her lap.
>Her fluids are staining the sheets.
>"Okay, Lori. What do you do?"
>She looks at Lincoln.
>Despite the intense end to his night, he's sleeping peacefully.
>Even though his shirt's pulled up to his neck and his pants are around his ankles.
>At least he's still wearing his socks.
>Lori averts her gaze in guilt when her eyes wander to his still semi erect member.
>She tries to shake him awake.
>"Lincoln?"
>He starts snoring lightly.
>Lori sighs. Then she pulls his clothes back into place so he's not sleeping practically naked.
>She repositions him so he's sleeping in the center of the bed and tucks him in. >She tip toes out of the room, closing the door behind her.
>As she hears the door latch, she leans her back against it. Sighing heavily as she her feet slide forward.
>"Maybe he won't remember when he wakes up?"
>She puts her ear against the door to make sure he's snoring.
>He is.
>Satisfied that he's down for the count, she tip toes to her room.
>She opens the door to her room. 
>Leni's sleeping heavier than a tombstone. Snoring loudly with her sunglasses covering her eyes.
>Lori glances back at Lincoln's door, fave contorted in a mixture of worry and dread.
>"God, I hope he doesn't remember."
>She enters her room, and closes the door behind her.